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NOTICE. 



The University, as the University, has neither censured nor 
condemned my book. But the University, through certain o^ 
its representative members, has both censured and condemned 
my book. And this, as it seems to me, is a distinction without 
a difference. The tyrannous censorship of the press, exercised 
by religious bigots, (menacing Academic thunders and Jovian 
lightnings I) rendered it impossible for my book to continue any 
longer in circulation. For myself, I entertained no regrets or 
fears ; for my publishers I did, as their reputation was at stake. 
Therefore my book was called in, before proceedings against it 
(which indeed seemed inevitable) were instituted. The storm 
had not yet burst, but its electric forces were mustering and 
playing in secret ; the atmosphere was dense and surcharged 
with hostile elements, and the sky was dark and lurid. Hence 
the University, if it be responsible for the acts of its leaders, 
has effectually suppressed my book in Oxford. But there its 
triumph, if it is a triumph, ends. And now my turn begins. 
And from the labyrinthine depths of London, I proclaim that 
there is war without any compromise between myself and the 
University ; and here I sound the first certain note of defiance 
to liberticide s. 

Proud City, domed and towered and spired. 

With half a hundred crests — 
Which by the rising sun are fired, 

Where its last radiance rests ; 
Even brutes may find repose when tired, 

Foxes have holes and birds have nests. 

But there's no peace for public wrong : 

Dost thou in Charters trust P 
Are thy old halls and bulwarks strong, 

Have they not gathered rust P 
For know the day will not be long, 

To strangely stir thy cloistered dust. 
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T DESIRE, with all respect and modesty, to dedicate this poem 
to the memory of the divine, the adorable Shelley ; as a slender 
tribute of the ardent aflFection I feel for him, through his poems 
and his life, that greatest of poems. Oh, what spectacle can there 
be more sublime, than that of a brave man battling single-handed 
with the world? In approaching him, I do so with an upright 
veneration and a manly fear, with feelings of purest sorrow and 
deepest sympathy. The splendid work of Shelley and Byron, and 
all the effluent good, are inappreciable, cannot be over-rated. They 
were Promethean sufferers, benefactors, and liberators ; living and 
dying for the welfare of humanity ; and thereby greater than con- 
querors. But to the rapt, devoted Shelley, is due by far the larger 
portion of our praises and admiration ; before that fine seraphic spirit 
every knee should bow. To him each poet and historian, each chro- 
nicler of what is good, and fair, and imitable, should tender unalloyed 
homage ; and humbly, according to their respective abilities, bring 
offerings of balm and myrrh, and immortal flowers and tears to 
shed upon his grave. Since the cycle of Socrates, no gentler soul 
has walked in wisdom and love upon this barren planet. Since the 
martyred Athenian, no purer mind in universal care ever looked 
abroad so deeply, into/ the unlovely stupendous night of ignorance, 
bigotry, and tyranny. He fearlessly tore the mask from society, 
and exposed the nameless sin and wrong, the heartless heart : and 
rising to colossal and God-like proportions, he pointed, as he sang, 
to the distant dawn, as it were a man's finger, smiling on its 
golden mountain tops. Bare, across the silence, in holy intervals 
is the true voice, warning and encouraging, calling the wanderers 
home. Shelley spoke; then the superstitious sea washed him 
away, adown its gulfs ; and, again, the eternal silence lay upon the 
lands. Yet still in vicarious beauty, a sacrifice perpetually renew- 
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ing itself, a presence and a piercing influence, he moves among ns ; 
but we hear him not. Therefore, with reason, do I erect this monu- 
ment (may it stand!) to the shade of Shelley, the bloom of his 
age : being also myself a pilgrim, isolated, nameless, traversing the 
worlds of imagination, and the dim recesses of thought. Seeking 
for Truth as he, perhaps I hold it even now in my hand. Shall we 
know it, when we see it P Now I leave this votive tablet, inscribed 
with faintest characters ; suspended over the marble urn, which 
contains the ashes of "the heart of hearts.'* 



PREFACE. 



rpHIS the first offspring of my pen, my eldest essay in 
"^ letters, just as it is, I oflfer to the literary republic. 
Neither apology nor excuse, for any hardihood in the at- 
tempt, do I bring with it. If I must petition for grace 
at all, it is this: that my poem may be subjected to 
a searching, scorching criticism. Let it stand or fall on 
its own merits or demerits. By showing himself pitiless 
and severe, the critic will be proved also and thereby 
my truest friend. Why should one who has read much, 
and thought more, who is conscious of a mission and 
prophetic burthen, and is prepared to abide the worst, 
cringe and fawn like a slave, or step diffidently like a girl, 
on entering the poetic circle ? Without expecting an in- 
troduction, without bow given, or pardon demanded, but 
simply sui Juris, he invades this magic world. Like 
a young gladiator, impatient for the battle, as armed at 
all points — well equipped and trained, my harness on 
my back, and sword in hand, I descend, I leap boldly 
into the arena. In so doing and daring, I am not proud 
or presumptuous, but justly self-reliant, and as a man 
who feels and acts upon a proper calling. The voice of 
the spirit does not whisper false, it does not deceive and 
tempt with an alien ambition. I recognise and obey the 
present God. I have paused and worshipped; I have 
taken oflF my shoes, as standing on holy ground. With 
reverence I have written, believing and trembling. Then 
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does it signify, if the writer is but a boy in years, only 
an undergraduate of dear old Oxford, when his mind is 
mature and pregnant? Shall the hero, who is stung by 
a divine impulse, tarry to count the number of his foes ? 
I have selected a mournful aspect of human nature, which 
runs in a long dark line through all the ages, and is the 
most bitter fruit of the total history. For the opinions 
and sentiments expressed, I decline to be responsible; 
and it should be remembered that the words are the 
words of the speaker, not mine. Yet, anticipating pos- 
sible personal allusions ; I repel with scorn and a melan- 
choly consciousness of truth, any accusations that may 
arise of false affectation and silly sentimentalism. If I 
am thought to have imitated great models — though no 
natural force with the infinite wealth of self-centred in- 
dividuality needs alien and artificial helps — Aristotle has 
'' called Poetry a mimetic art: and behind the inexpugn- 
able fyse dixit of " the Master " I fearlessly entrench my- 
self. The poem is put forth tentatively : that I may see 
the direction and drift of the present current of thought, 
yet not that I may be guided or deterred by any popular 
cries, or senseless clamours. 



ARGUMENT. 



" I am borne darkly, fearfully afiar." — Shellbt. 

MEIT call me Pessimus : and I am a mighty dreamer. Yet 
my modes of thought and action have been many — many, 
indeed, as the ever-varying vicissitudes of humanity and his- 
tory. And I am the sum of many contradictions ; no less the 
creature of impulse, than the child of circumstance. Earth 
is my mother, and Nature I assume to be my elder sister. I 
am a circle, and plant my centre everyvrhere ; but am not, 
therefore, bounded and defined by any circumference. Never- 
theless, I cau find no sufficient centre for my thoughts and 
dreams ; whereon to rest their fabric, and whence to describe 
their infinite radiations. For ever, pursued and thwarted by 
the intolerable malice of Destiny, I have seen in despair, for 
thousands of years, the sun set, each succeeding day, on 
baffied hopes and defeated purposes. Nature I called my 
elder sister : but she is also my everlasting and commensurate 
antagonist. Blessed, as the fool says; cursed, as the philo- 
sopher thinks, with the awful dower of immortality — the 
capital plot of my existence, the supreme dream of my 
dreamings, is either to compass the destruction of Nature, or 
to escape jfrom her inevitable shadow. Therefore do I wage 
with her a strife equally endless and boundless, and unprofit- 
able. For it is not the least portion of my misery to know 
that, as all my preceding efforts have been useless, so all the 
future attempts not only will (as a matter' of fact) but must 
(as a matter of necessity) be in vain, wild and windy. But, 
notwithstanding, it is just the law of my being, to prosecute 
these plans and buUd up these plottings still; only that they 
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may immediately crumble beneath my feet, like a baseless 
pyramid of sand. 

Although the sphere of my essence is really indefinite ; yet 
it is in some sense and nominally measured by the circle, the 
capabilities, the degrees, of this planet, and herein most pro- 
perly revolves. And while IN'ature, my sister and not my 
sister, is cumbered and bound down by the eternal chains of 
a miserable materialism ; I, armed and equipped with a more 
splendid apparatus, on spiritual wings expatiate at will 
through countless spaces, times incalculable. Hence, often 
and often, do I feed myself with delirious pleasures and cruel 
delights ; and, raving in malicious laughter, whether throned 
on the tops of fancy or sounding the unplumbed deeps of 
thought, have I exulted over IN'ature in this my spiritual 
superiority. But not all unavenged is the other. (For, I 
and that other one divide between us unequally the empire 
of the world.) Since, to the sum of all my peculiar advantages 
and my more numerous disadvantages, there is superadded 
this terrible accident, as the dark crown of my martyrdom : 
that I am lame of foot, and so in part crippled. But this 
calamity deforms more than it retards my movements; it 
exasperates rather than debilitates ; it maddens with a divine 
irritation, and not unmans me. My untamed wings still sup- 
port my body; my ardent soul still looks through the un- 
dimmed windows of the eyes; and I derive a sweet (if an 
awful) consolation in reading, and attempting to read, the 
central secrets of magic and moonshine, or Science and Phi- 
losophy. My hairs are white, but so they ever were. And 
under an aged bosom palpitates the mighty heart of youth : 
behind a wrinkled woe-begone visage throbs restlessly and 
works a never-decaying brain. And the bent of its work- 
ings for ever sets the same way : how I may best compass 
the destruction of the sister I abhor, or escape from her in- 
evitable presence. I invoke with dreadful incantations all 
the powers of Death, to sap the very foundations of IN'ature ; 
or to stand, like a dark veil, between me and her. I evoke, 
by sublime anathemas, the ghostly armies and artillery of 
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the unapparent, the unnumbered inhabitants of the fields of 
air, to break or bind my irrefragable foe with all her hundred 
hands — to throw confusion into the all-seeing vision of her 
hundred heads. 

And herein Sorrow has been my second sister; and the 
rooks of despair have been as it were my stony pillow. 
The regal crown of blooming gold upon my brows, which 
I wear in my own right as first and last of a regal race, 
rather oppresses me as a crown of thorns — even as that 
of the crucified Galilaean. "And, behold, at evening-tide 
trouble; and before the morning he is not." My day is 
turned into night ; I go delicately like a woman great with 
child ; I tread softly and soberly, like a watcher in a weary 
land. But also I speed on my course, like the rushing of 
mighty waters or the tramp of a multitude. Jew-like, an 
outcast and homeless, tost on the waves of the ocean of war 
and trouble, a stranger and common foe, drawing a precarious 
existence from hand to mouth ; I float like the drifting sea- 
weed, whithersoever my circumstance may compel me, making 
the world my home. Not owning so much ground as is 
covered by the sole of the foot, subsisting on the charity of 
others, I make my bed in fear and carefulness. I lie down in 
sorrow, and awake in darkness. Yet also, proud and defiant, 
the terror of kings and continents, ruling and destroying, 
binding and loosing with the keys of power, setting up and 
casting down, making and breaking ; I am the scourge of 
God, I adjudge the golden apple to the most fair. Anon 
obliged to fly as for my life, grateful for meanest hiding- 
places, having recourse to vilest subterfuges : now spreading 
panic and confusion, greater than myself, scattering thunder- 
bolts—forging battle, eclipse, and earthquake. Now, afraid 
of myself, the hunted victim of God, Man, and Nature ; I 
shrink up into a shadow and nothingness. Poet, painter, 
philosopher, I come and go like a dream of beauty, a vision 
of fair women ; shaking a fire-dipt pencil. To-day a prince, 
clothed in purple and fine linen, and faring sumptuously ; to- 
morrow, buried in dirt, disease, and rags, on the shuddering 
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brink of insanity. A philanthropist^ a world-wide bene- 
factor, breaking the chains of captives, and throwing open the 
prison doors ; then a tenant of the same dungeons, the prey 
of rust, chains, and vermin, expectant on the signing of the 
death-warrant. Such is the necessary paradox of my being. 
I am a part and yet a whole; an unit and an aggregation 
alike; an individual no less than an universe. Equally 
a biography, epitome, and history — a man, a world. Cause 
and e£fect, beginning and end, exist in common being with 
me. Men hate me because I am they ; and raven against me 
as lions. ''And in that day they shall roar against them 
like the roaring of the sea.*' Yet, from this mass of many 
contradictions eliminating one or two, and choosing a special 
aspect; my present purpose makes it sufficient to describe 
myself as the enemy and victim of Nature, a sole champion, 
for ever pursuing or flying. 



I. STRIFE. 



" Voices that, alas ! 
Were but one echo from a world of woes — 
The harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of foes/' 

Shellet. 

GENIUS is akin to madness. And at my birth, (if I 
ever was born; for a voice, echoJike, sometimes 
whispers in my ear with prophetic murmurings, that, as 
I can never die, so I never had a birth-beginning, but am 
self-created and self-existent,) at the conjunction of Earth 
and Destiny, I was divinely endowed with a Genius or 
Dsemon, the sister or shadow of Erenzy. Goaded into 
the eloquence of despair by the persuasive rhetoric of this 
divine tormentor, whom I at once hated and loved to dis- 
traction ; I rushed, with liglitning onset, to the unequal but 
magnificent conflict. Impelled also by the shadowy malice 
of Destiny. Leaning most of all on my spiritual wings, I 
joined in never-ending battle with my sister and my an- 
tagonist. Nature. Dreadful was the shock ; still more dreadful 
were the consequences, as well incurable as infinite. Eor our 
contest was the signal for universal strife. Immediately, then 
and for ever. Hell was arrayed against Heaven, Man against 
God, Good against Evil. Immediately also there was 
schism in the very sanctuary of Heaven; and God and 
Lucifer clashed in starry strife. Strife and the passion 
of strife, antagonism and the multitudinous possibilities 
of antagonism, became immediately the presiding law 
through all. Nor was Nature not divided against herself. 
Eor her two mighty moving powers, the Laud and Sea, 
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mingled in a ruinous contention ; the one folding the other 
in his cold embraces. Slowly and surely, still and for 
ever, is the restless, sleepless Sea building up around the 
Land his watery walls, to command the opposing bulwarks; 
weaving and winding about her watery chains, that under- 
mine and eat into the heart of the earth, sapping the very 
central foundations. While the Land, with equal persistency 
and a wise inventiveness, builds her counter works; and 
the tributary rivers wash down their channels new mate- 
rials to form other lands, and sow the seeds of future con- 
tinents. And thus the silent processes move on eternally ; 
the one trying to circumvent the other ; both active, both 
never-tiring. Still new tumults and discords, wild and 
windy, agitate the bosom of each. But above all was my 
heart, my great heart, rent with endless plottings and 
counter-plottings, with every movement of wit in every 
form. And even I was divided against myself; in my 
esoteric world brooded division, and I was compelled hither 
and thither by two antagonistic principles. Yet the strength i 

of my kingdom, the source of all my power, was this splendid 
distraction. The house fell not because the supports tot- i 

tered ; the quaking bases were the mere and very sign of 
its living endurance. A shaking war is better than a stag- 
nant peace. Sternly resolute, greatly bold, I stood upon 
the extreme altitudes of my being, and confronted the other, 
even Nature. (And in strange despite myself seemed some- 
times to behold in her another self — a correlation, a para- 
dox, and a misery.) Yet at times, when torn with jarring 
emotions, imitating (but also an example to, and an 
identity with) the mighty models of antiquity, men of 
heroic mould — at times I have subsided in sense as a 
refuge, and yielded for a space to the delicious agony, 
the dewy confusion of tears. I, immortal Pessimus, in 
the greatness of my grief, wept immortal tears. And imme- 
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diately, as in conspiracy of grief, all the startled Echoes in 
their aery palaces awoke, and with one voice wept or seemed 
to weep with me ; rising and swelling, falling and dying, 
and reviving again in alternate antiphonies; and finally 
decaying and expiring, through infinitesimal gradations of 
music. But then, in awfully maddening contrast, the ten 
thousand voices of the Earth took up the strain ; and in 
mocking raillery poured their stormy anger into ears which 
could not choose but hear. 

In the fine extremity of pain, the pursuing powers of 
sleep overtook and arrested me; and I fell into a fearful 
trance. I was aware of a gigantic plain, which seemed to 
fill the visible globe, being only circumscribed by the lines 
of the horizon. And the plain was blacrk anc|^ barren, choked 
with weeds and armed growths of thistles, an uniform ex- 
tension of hopeless and unprofitable sterility. Thorns and 
briars and tares bristled and shot up at every point of 
view ; stones and uncultivated stubble cumbered the ground 
in all directions. By these signs I perceived too plainly 
that the tyranny of Nature was here supreme. But as I 
looked more closely, I saw in the dim distance a mysterious 
something. At first a mist, soon shaped into a comely 
cloud, then a pencilled form, till it assumed at last the 
perfect proportions of a man. He went with tardy move- 
ments and laborious steps over the stony, thorny waste; 
traversing in pain the discomf or table wilderness. Now as 
he drew nearer and yet nearer to me, his bare feet appeared 
torn and bleeding ; and he tottered and trembled beneath 
a great superincumbent burthen. His face was worn and 
woe-begone, his mien and carriage aged and infirm, and 
his whole aspect that of senile misery. The burthen that 
oppressed his shoulders, was that which he had wrung by 
the sweat of his brow from the reluctant hand of Nature — 
the scanty bread he had extorted from her grudging parsi- 
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monious tyranny. " The iron entered into his soul." Por 
the mere necessities of life, he was obliged to conduct 
a piteous warfare with the cruel pertinacity of Nature. 
The fruitless soil froj^ned upon his patience, and recom- 
pensed with coarse misgrowths his unwearied labours. So 
he obtained a struggling existence. I saw, in the light of 
angry sunsets and lowering storms, this poor apology for 
manhood staggering by me, as drunk with woe. In one 
hand, maintaining thus his phantom being, he held a reedy 
basket; with the other hand he scattered the seed con- 
tained therein, to the riglit and to the left, on the ill- 
receiving ground. Part of it the tumultuous winds stole 
in mid career and hurried far away, part of it the vo- 
racious fowls of the air arrested and swallowed up. The 
thorns and thistles devoured large quantities, while it was 
thrown broadcast on ungrateful rock. But behind this 
wretched man stalked a spirit of Evil, who effaced with 
his feet the trouble of his predecessor ,• and spilled with 
both his hands in malice the seeds of the tares, sowing 
sorrow and much tribulation. And then, and thus, this 
hateful fellowship of sin and misery retired from the eye ; 
proceeding still, and to proceed I knew for ever, a curse 
and a mockery, across the Godless plain. Immortal age, 
and its natural attendant, immortal wrong; beneath the 
thunderous sky, and on the monstrous earth, of tyranny. 
Then I awoke, weeping and wailing, feeling that I had but 
contemplated myself in that wild drama of woe. And the 
sun set that day on a field of accusing blood. Again, with 
shame and indignation, did the innate Daemon drive me to 
the fight. And, on the other hand, the armies of the 
Winds blew their tempestuous trumpets ; at times roaring 
and howling, like savage animals imprisoned, their un- 
controllable defiance. Phantom peoples on every side 
beleaguered and encompassed me; phantom blows and 
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lashes rebounded from me like hail in the darkness. And 
sore iribulatiou beset my path. 

But looking forth from the midnight of my miseries, as 
some belated watchman who feeds tlj^e deathless flame on 
a beaconing tower, I beheld that the vast heart of the 
Society around me was preyed upon by an intestine strife. 
And the contemplation thereof added fresh fuel to my in- 
ternal fire. I saw how might superseded the law of right, 
that right which is as eternal as the heavens. I saw the 
crimson crest of Tyranny rising, like a fiery pillar, above 
the troubled surge of this world. I saw the black mask 
of Bigotry, attended by the twilight glimmer of the heads- 
man's axe, the smoke of the faggot, and the process of the 
rope. The strong man rose, refulgent from the trembling 
crowd; and smote down beneath his feet, with the iron flail 
of power, the old and infirm. He ravished the widow, 
violated the chastity of the virgin, and dashed the little 
children against the stones. And the flattering throng 
worshipped him, and brought peace-oiBferings of gold and 
silver, and set up his image in their hearts in the place of 
God. The importunate prayers of the afflicted, ascended 
day and night like votive incense before the throne of the 
Supreme, piercing the veiled heaven of heavens. All were 
tyrants and foes to all, the superior to the inferior, the in- 
ferior to the slave, down to dust and the creeping worms of 
the earth. How they hated each other in secret, while the 
outward aspect was adorned with the light of love and 
smiles ! They strewed flowers upon the graves they digged 
for brother or sister, and then fell into those graves them- 
selves. And I perceived also the omnipotence of Wealth, 
that it gilded and exalted blind brutality and naked prosti- 
tution. Wealth, and the means, bad or good, of amassing 
gold, seemed too often the sordid cause of contention and 
hatred. Now, as I was musing in solemn reverie upon 
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this and kindred subjects^ seated upon a gloomy promon- 
tory overhanging the sea, whence I saw beneath me cities 
and kingdoms unfurled like a picture or map ; a deep sleep 
fell upon me, and as I slept I dreamed a dream. " Now 
a thing was secretly brought to me, and mine ear received 
a little thereof. Fear came upon me, and trembling, which 
made all my bones to shake/' It was evening ; and all the 
land was still. The great sun was dying; and, ere he 
dipped below the horizon, he gathered his crimson clouds 
about him ; as Caesar his bloody robes when he rose supe- 
rior to death, and his face shone with an immortal light. 
Bare, ghostly echoes floated on the silence. " Then a spirit 
passed before my face, and the hair of my flesh stood up." 
And suddenly, as in revelation, from the womb of the air, 
a female form glided by me — veiled from head to foot, and 
draped in the draperies of woe, in white apparel. Re- 
luctantly she moved, yet lightly, as walking on air; a 
woman of statuesque appearance and queenly bearing. 
Softly and sadly did she move, as oppressed by some 
insupportable burthen, some majestic grief. Voiceless at 
first, as pleading with the Ood; but anon, as breaking 
from a spell, she poured forth her heart in words, and 
became an incarnate song. Chanting in sweet dim words 
this common tale of sorrow. " Innocence is my name, and 
earth is my dwelling-place. I am weak, unarmed, and 
tender — the very name of womanhood. I strive not, 
neither do I wrong another, being contented with the life 
allotted; nor desiring to exceed the destiny of mortals. 
Exercising with purity and modesty the duties which be- 
long to me, and practising the virtues which best adorn 
me. A brother to man, the sister of woman ; residing in 
the soul of either, and ministering to the wants of each. 
I accuse none, I excuse all — a gentle warmth in the bosom, 
a sleeping light on the brow. Good is the object of my 



/. Strife. 17 

services, and the angels of good are my companions. Yet 
do men afflict me, and despitefuUy use me. They lay me 
even with the dust, and pass over my body : they tread 
and spit upon me. Mockery and insolence, and killing 
ingratitude, salute my morning and evening; yet I do en- 
dure. Pain and penalties await me, and the thorns are 
strewn under my feet. Constant in misery, faithful to the 
calls of injury ; yet I do endure. Hear me, .0 God, and 
have compassion; say, what shall be the end of these 
things?'* Immediately a cloud received her, and she was 
swept from my sight— rstill sweetly pleading, still sadly im- 
ploring, dimly chanting. And I saw far down below, 
when I awoke, confused forms and the angry cruel strife. 

And the contemplation thereof added fresh fuel to my 
internal fire. It impelled me with keener and fiercer 
furies to the battle with Nature. First I assayed open 
and avowed hostility, warfare that published abroad its 
vast intentions; afterwards, when bitter experience had 
well informed me, and I was persuaded of the fruitlessiiess 
of my grandest eflforts, if averred and undisguised, I set my 
head and hand to other ways — and I armed myself with 
subtle and secret weapons drawn from various armouries. 
In the first instance, among the far-withdrawn mists of the 
Past, I said in the pride of my heart : " This man, even 
Pessimus, shall outbuild and so overlord Nature.'* Pre- 
parations were made, immeasurable quarries of all kinds 
excavated, and materials collected to this end. I scooped 
out enormous trenches, and laid the foundations broad and 
deep. The rising superstructure corresponded in strength 
and magnitude with the majestic bases. Already I was 
rapidly scaling the sky, and trusted ere very long to have 
overtopped the loftiest mountains; to erect a fortification 
of siich height and dimensions, that I should be able from 
it to prosecute a successful warfare with my antagonist, 

c 
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Nature. Pond dreamer ! Nature in her heart laughed at 
my conceptions, and called ii>to being the destructive terrors 
of the earthquake. At her bidding the earth opened her 
mouth, and shook and overthrew and swallowed up my 
impotent towers. With Babel I fell, and long grovelling 
on the ground and sprinkling penitential dust on my head, 
I nourished sorrow irremediable. I wept and groaned in 
my abject misery; Nature laughed and sang at my dis- 
comfiture through all her creations. Baffled indeed, but 
not hopelessly and altogether confounded or unsexed, I rose 
again. And kindling the burning torch of War, I spread 
afar the horrors of fire and sword, and let loose innumerable 
armies ; which devoured the provisional fruits of sustenance, 
and drank up the very rivers. In the undying rancour of 
wrath and hatred, I converted into a withered voiceless 
wilderness the fairest regions of the earth. Sweet places 
which once blossomed with the rose and flowed with heal- 
ing springs, now became solitudes of dust and desolation 
and everlasting silence. Cultivation became a soundless 
solitude. Whole provinces were thus devastated and de- 
populated ; and a long red line of flames marked the pro- 
gress of my awful march. Cities of immemorial antiquity 
and corresponding glories succumbed at last to the fierce 
onset of my hungry, swarming legions; and subsided in 
toppling ruins and the dismal stagnation of ruins. The 
fate of one such city I can never recall without the 
outburst and passion of tears. Jerusalem was her name, 
and she was also the darling, long-beloved child of Heaven. 
But even against this I prevailed; advancing by regular 
approaches at long intervals of time, encompassing her 
stately walls with- engines and instruments manifold, with 
all the deadly apparatus of war. Then, indeed, when the 
season was ripe and opportunity had now blossomed into 
fruition — then indeed I launched against her my victorious 
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multitudes, and temple and tower collapsed in chaos un- 
distinguishable. But over all, when fire and sword had 
now wreaked their * worst, I directed the all-levelling 
ploughshare, so that not one stone was left upon another. 
And to this work I was impelled by the malicious counsel 
of my stern foster-mother Destiny, and the tempting voice 
of my indwelling Daemon. Of a truth the Spirit of Genius 
is the most terrible as well as the most powerful gift of the 
gods. But my wildest exultations were for ever blasted by 
the ever-present apparition of my lame and trailing limb ; 
and the laughters choked in my throat; the bread of joyful 
triumph mingled with the salt tears and bitter herbs of 
wretched humiliation. Then, in mocking irony, the in- 
solent Daemon whispered, "Curse God, and die!" And 
I opened my mouth and poured forth like water, reproached, 
wailings, blasphemies, and volleying imprecations. I cursed 
both God and Nature; for often, to my confusion and de- 
spair, they appeared one and the same. And, threading 
the labyrinths of metaphysics, I was always mournfully 
opposed by this ambiguous conclusion: that they were 
indeed the same and yet not the same. I seemed to 'see 
all things, the universe, in God and Nature indifferently; 
beheld all things through their medium. But there was 
no fixity in my vision ; in endless mysterious revolution, 
now one, now the other presented a face. By this almighty 
Duality the universe moved. To this it ever pointed by 
tendency, limitation, and possibility. I myself was, as 
a ball, tossed between these two poles ; their peer and yet 
their slave; while they were my lords and yet my ministers. 
Something greater than Nature, and less than God, they 
being still the same. While in capabilities and the latent 
infinities of dreams, I was the superior of both — transcend- 
ing them in the worlds of the conceivable and inconceiv- 
able; I was inferior to both, (and this was the climax of 
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my miseries,) in actuality and passibility. To this gigantic 
paradox, for ever T returned* from the daring excursiveness 
of my dreams. Lyrical flights of rapture were still clogged 
by this contingent contradiction. And I knew, in pro- 
phetic woe, this paradox would remain as the sum and 
limit of human knowledge — eternal as matter, inexplicable 
as mind. 

Anon, in the second instance, I bethought myself of 
other means, other tools. Yes, I said. Tools and not 
Arms shall now rivet for me the chains of Nature. Tools, 
the conception of and command over them, shall in future 
be the predominant law. Power, which is born of the 
head and not of the hand, shall henceforth conduct the 
Strife with Nature, and our attitudes will assume a truer 
parity. The system of open hostility, the method of 
trumpeted warfare has failed lamentably, failed fatally; 
let me have recourse to other avenues of ofiTence, to other 
modes of advancement. But, above all, silence deep as 
death, secrecy profound as the rolling march of Destiny, 
must envelope all my proceedings in dark and melancholy 
mystery. And while my tools are being ground and 
sharpened, the balances nicely ascertained and adjusted, 
the measures and weights trimmed and verified ; the pro- 
cesses of synthesis and analysis, both qualitative and quan- 
titative, precisely instituted — while the clouded storm is 
gathering and classifying all its subtle forces, various as 
the minds of men ; I will amuse myself with play heretofore 
but vaguely and obscurely shadowed forth — a play horribly 
beautiful, with cancerous graces, directed not against men 
but against Nature. From their nethermost hell I called 
the darkening hounds of Night,' and sent them hot and 
howling against my coeval antagonist. Sin and Vice, with 
their ghosts. 111 and Sickness ; Plague and Pestilence, with 
their unlovely handmaid Famine — these calamities, co- 
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ordinate as Day and Night, in every form, every kind 
and degree, I unkennelled and turned adrift with banded 
breath on the spaces, the wildernesses of the earth. 
Insufferable was the panic; indescribable the tumult and 
clamour. Then I poisoned the wells of water, and cor- 
rupted the atmosphere till it curdled and stood. And from 
subterranean caverns of dim recess and inextricable error, I 
unyoked and unearthed from their silent duties below the 
sullen powers of darkness, miasma and malaria ; and hurled 
them with a curse as a blessing against my foe, inexorably. 
The earth groaned and bled at every pore. Heaven thun- 
dered abroad, and shot at me lightnings like arrows. Ee- 
gardless of the storms of wrath now mustering about my 
head, I still prosecuted my disastrous plans; and I too 
shot my arrows, but in the shade. The mystery of iniquity 
began to work. Not that I desired to destroy and exter- 
minate Man, but he stood too often between me and 
Nature, so that T could only approach her over his dead 
body. And what was the individual in comparison with 
that many-headed, niany-handed Whole, especially when 
hostile anger controlled the scales of balance? Clothing 
myself and my intentions with night as with a garment, 
I seemed to draw nearer and nearer to the ultimate end. 
The drama of woe appeared to be evolving all its acts 
through blacker and yet blacker scenes, and even now 
approximating to its sublime catastrophe. Misery and 
its thousand effects trailing cloud-like behind ; misery, most 
unutterable, confronted my steps at every turn and angle 
of incidence. I alone unharmed inhaled the putrid airs of 
Cholera and other epidemics, while all around was mute 
and dying. Cholera came like a king — came like a fiery 
wind, swept the lands with the besom of destruction, and 
went in a whirlwind. But at intervals the stupendous 
silence was broken by noises preternatural, which yet 
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seemed a part of the silence. The death-rattle chimed 
and rang in my ears melodiously; and my breath grew 
shorter and thicker in the intensity of my joy, and I 
seemed even now to be counting the latest pulses of 
Nature's existence. But not then, as painfully and fully 
as I do now, did I comprehend the just meaning of the 
seeming. All these apparent triumphs and successes were 
only so many superficial phenomena; and beneath the 
blight that gladdened my eyesight, the mighty heart of 
Nature beat in harmonious vibrations, as powerfully and 
vigorously as before. I was still as far as ever from 
touching the vital hypostases or substances, which underlay 
the surface. What I am, and I am what I am, had 
mournfully failed still to pierce the mysteries of What Is. 
I had indeed violently assailed What Seems, broken up 
and transfigured it; but the real and the absolute, ever- 
receding fled from me, like figures sliding from their centre 
of gravity, into a beauteous gulf of despair — mist-like, 
phantom-like, impenetrable. Intangible essences glim- 
mered, as the far sun-rise on mountains of glorified snow. 
I became a dream, a sjlence, and a picturesque sorrow. 
Knowledge of the interpenetration of the parts as to their 
wliole; the subtle yet simple interdependencies of cause 
and effect — all this and much more lay before me, in 
boundless philosophies that were to rise, like untravelled 
continents. 

Nor did I wait long for their golden epiphany. Gra- 
dually, one by one, they came; gradually, step by step, 
they ascended — rising like starry constellations, orb upon 
orb, cluster upon cluster, into the beautiful moonlit heaven 
of speculative thought. System after system, in melancholy 
majestic revolution, having completed or failed to complete 
their proper cycle, their orbed magnificence, set again ; only 
to be succeeded by others equally beautiful, but also equally 
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fruitless. And I noticed in all these attempts of mine, 
that every philosophy seemed to tend to, seemed to set in 
the direction of, pantheism; however apparently divergent 
at first, sooner or later all were sure to relapse into that 
current. Now this exceedingly provoked my fear and 
anger : to think that perchance, after all, I might be a part 
myself of that mighty entity which I sought to destroy. 
It were then just as impossible to divorce the soul from 
its body, as for me to divorce Nature from myself. Was 
I indeed only a segment, a fraction of the Whole which I 
laboured to annihilate? Was I not rather a Whole 
complete in myself, coeval and commensurate with the 
other? Or did two antagonisms compose, create one con- 
crete notion, one harmonious Whole ? Was it or was it 
not a cosmical fact, that Nature was I, and I was no less 
Nature? Whatever the answer, my path remained the 
same — eternal hostility to Nature. And then I began 
to weary of my philosophies. 

The ejaculations of anguish and despair whicli I now 
uttered are still vibrating, thrilling, throbbing on the 
sensitive frame of the universe. Consigned to the world 
of sound, that vast repository of all the exquisitely vocal — 
the waitings of the widow oppressed, and the cryings of 
orphanage trodden down and trampled under foot. Nescit 
vox missa reverti. That which is once born can never 
altogether die. To be born is to be immortal. Death 
is not. Death is an idle negation, which draws its exist- 
ence only from the fears of fools and madmen. Death is 
dead, a nonentity; it cannot live, think, act, speak. Let 
it go the way of departed follies. " God is not the God of 
the dead, but of the living.^^ In monumental woe I stalked, 
ghost-like, among the vapoury ghosts of my exploded 
theories; feeding on carefulness, dull, dense, sepulchral. 
The primitive atom of Nature had as yet eluded my all- 
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searching vigilance. Perhaps I aimed my arrows too high, 
respected not prudence, and took no thought for my foot- 
ing. I became the tenant of churchyards, haunting tomb- 
stones, erasing the moss and lichen, to conjecture the 
letters of undecipherable superscriptions. Until the total 
world became to me or seemed to become one mighty 
Graveyard ; and the epitaphs, sepulchres, and cenotaphs I 
saw everywhere were none other than my own — mortality 
the portion of immortality, a lower phase that of a higher. 
And I had almost for a moment succumbed in credulous- 
ness to the false name, the vain shadow of Death ; and for 
a moment almost fancied in every wind and breath of air 
the rustling of cerements — espied in every procession the 
pomp and circumstance of funerals. But these fears, or 
appearances of fear, were but as passing clouds and exter- 
nal adumbrations of a middle age of darkness within; 
against which, as a portentous background of horror, the 
advancing and instant light should shine more brightly. 
The rose of dawn was reddening and trembling in the 
distance, in beautiful perspective on the horizon. 

For meanwhile Science was prospering for me in her twi- 
light laboratories; defining, differencing, and distinguish- 
ing; combining and dividing, composing and decomposing. 
My Tools were keenly whetted, my compasses described, and 
all things were now ready for the festival of philosophy. 
Impatiently I grasped and handled, like new playthings, 
these divine toys of inquiry, renovation, and destructive- 
ness. For had not all the preceding philosophies failed, 
and was not this (Science) the true philosophy rising from 
their ruins? They had not prospered for many reasons. 
Tliey wrapped truth in mystery, and uttered dark sayings 
and hard to be understood, when there was a simple and 
obvious vehicle ready for their use. Spinning aery un- 
substantial cobwebs, diffusing gleams of moonshine, beauti- 
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ful but unreal, and winding through labyrinthine circumlo- 
cutions ; their speculations had fallen, and fallen deservedly. 
Building bases for their systems in mid air, in the vague 
centre of cloudland, and not on the solid ground of facts ; 
their speculations had fallen, and fallen deservedly. Empty 
unsupported hypotheses, but never unimpeachable facts, 
had formed the groundwork of every system. Then 
Science, which had long been toiling in secret unheeded, 
stood up in growing effulgence, and blew a blast from 
her trumpet which gave no uncertain sound. Astronomy, 
with her severe mother Mathematics, brought celestial 
ladders by which I might scale or attempt to scale the 
skies ; so that from the starry battlements of heaven itself 
I might prosecute the warfare, and over-command her 
whom I abhorred. And Astronomy did much for me. 
She applied certain necessary truths to the laws of matter 
and motion; and taught me to survey, by parallel and 
compensation, the immeasurable oceans of Space. Phi- 
losophy had taught me already that Time was a fiction of 
the brain, an extension of the idea of Space — the assumption 
of two points, the here and the there. The world was not, 
nor will be, but verily is — an everlasting Now. Time is 
a human creation to assist the infirmities of mental vision. 
God is not concerned with it, the philosopher lives above 
it, the true man acts without regard to it. All that is 
known, possessed, is a present property. Let Time, then, 
henceforth be numbered with such exploded vacant ab- 
surdities and unreasons as Death. The actual sentient 
Life, the real creative possible Now, (not the impossi- 
bilities, probabilities or improbabilities of the Past and 
Future,) alone are. Physics next claimed my attention 
and devotion. This fair group of sciences informed me 
of the general laws of the world, but with reference to 
beings without organization or life. Physics added greatly 
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to my knowledge, telling me of the miracles (the only true 
miracles) of light and heat, of sound and electricity, of 
magnetism, and many other conceptions. And I rejoiced 
in the greatness of my heart. But when still more im- 
portunate wonders came crowding upon my brain; when 
I felt that, in consonance with the necessary law of infinite 
development, the once opened avenues of scientific thought 
could never be closed more, but would, nay must, go on 
expanding and brightening to all eternity — when I was in- 
deed aware of this, my wild exultation knew no bounds. 
Chemistry broke upon me in a dazzlingly awaking fiood of 
new light ; and her glorious revelations at once delighted 
and bewildered me. To her now I dedicated my best 
efforts, to her I consecrated my loftiest dreams. Yet at 
times I paused in my mad career, and communed thus 
with the soul : " Is not this mysterious world-life but the 
vision of a dream ? and do not those things which vanish 
(not die) and go down into silence, really awake them from 
their dream?" But responding not to the interrogation 
and suppressing such mournful phantasies, I returned to 
my work with the greater fury. Stung, lashed by the in- 
centives of partial disappointments and partial discoveries, 
I made bolder analogies, instituted severer analyses, and 
ventured upon more comprehensive inductions. 

One night, when the wind was loud and the sky was 
dark, when sight had yielded to the reign of sound, when 
the shuddering trees groaned and the rifted rocks howled 
in concert ; I was working alone in my fire-lit laboratory, 
assisted by the twinkling light of a solitary torch of pine. 
There were intervals in the storm, when the dense accumu- 
lated banks of cloud rolled apart, and disclosed the purple 
space beyond. In some of these intervals I could perceive 
with fearful distinctness the ghastly moon flying in terror, 
as it were, across the glow-worm light, from solemn black- 
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ness into deeper and yet darker abysses. The sight instead 
of arousing rather struck into me a profound stupor and 
awe; and as I had for many hours been pursuing the 
severest studies, I soon relapsed into a deep sleep. Never 
did I sleep without being aware of many dreams ; and this 
night a dream of preternatural import visited my bed. I 
dreamed that all the world was mad. That half the stars 
were extinguished and dead, and the affrighted moon alone 
hurried through the spaces of the heaven. The vaulted 
skies above burned with a solid glow ; the seas ran in fiery 
surges, the rivers reeked with blood. I dreamed that 
Nature was accused before the bar of God, and being 
found guilty rose in rebellious flight. Her creatures stood 
huddled together, pale, conscious, dimmed as in an un- 
earthly day. I alone seemed left to confront the Deity, 
in sole and darkened duel, and already He raised over my 
head the rod of judgment. I dreamed that all the lands 
were seized with the sickness of death, and rotted away; 
the headlong corpses lay strewn upon the bare and bitter 
shore. Now God must die Himself; now I became the 
very presiding God. Leaden silence oppressed each blasted 
clime ; and madness, in turn, as a consequence fell upon 
me. Then on the dead and dying worms around I built 
a throne, and planted it about with skulls and cross-bones. 
Now vast Lethean oceans of interminable breadth super- 
seded the reluctant lands, which slid away from the sight 
into mysterious depths. Now the Earth became one great 
charnel-house, peopled with pestilential vapours; and I, 
who stalked among the bones, was the incarnation of death. 
I dreamed — -.but then confusion seized my soul ; my strug- 
gling senses seemed to reel away, crushed ; and at last, 
smothered as with the weight of inexpiable sin, I fainted, 
or seemed to faint, again into, day and waking conscious- 
ness. The languishing torch burned low, the fires were 
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out, and I was lying in blackened disorder among the life- 
less ashes. My brow was painted with a branded mark, 
as if the hand of the destroyer had passed over it ; and 
a choking, stifling weight knelt upon my breast, so that 
I rushed out as to escape suffocation. Night after night 
found me pale and anxious, sitting over my heart-shaking 
studies. Time had ploughed deeper furrows on my brow, 
and seemed to have sown the silver hairs more profusely. 
There I mused under cover of midnight at these investiga- 
tions, beside my crucibles and furnaces ; till my pale face 
was blackened and blasted by the recurring fires ; till my 
cheeks were bitten and scarred by the smoke and flames. 
I possessed the joy of study and acquiring knowledge, 
or rather I was possessed by the insatiate frenzy of know- 
ledge. 

Yet in the very heart of this the purest of joys subsisted 
a melancholy divine, which brooded over my soul like 
moonlight. Men, gross, sensual, and fat-witted, marked 
the pensiveness, and murmured to one another their dull 
and stupid suspicions. Their coarse pity and foolish sym- 
pathy, grated dissonantly upon my exquisite sensibilities. 
Hatred and dispraise from them, were far better than un- 
feeling pity and brutal, misapprehending offices. How I 
• loathed their surface aflfections, morbid appetites, and 
grovelling desires ! But they thought themselves happy, 
and often in unguarded seasons over their beastly feasts 
cursed me by their gods. To be happy I never wished ; 
that low end can never be the goal of the highest aspira- 
tions. Happiness is the worst enemy of the wise — stagnant, 
chilling, ruining. A gentje melancholy like mine was ger- 
minating, prophetic, and proceeding; a fine promise of 
rich ulterior growth and development; a token of the 
purest kind, that the soul so moved understood its position 
and relations. I by that sign comprehended justly the in- 
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finite responsibilities, the eternal process of spirituality. 
I was sad because I was too happy, penetrating to the 
very centre of things. I was not happy because the finite 
and accidental I disregarded and counted as among the 
nothings which agitate the silly and profane. The endless 
misery and sin were sufficient food for grief, almost for 
despair. 

At last one night, one solemn night I shall never forget ; 
when I had been conducting my researches more curiously 
and more ardently than usual ; when I seemed to be just 
laying my finger on some new momentous truth — my dreams 
were suddenly shattered, rudely dissociated, and for ever 
vehemently dispelled. The terrible logic of induction, ex- 
perience, facts — always suspended hke a hair- bound sword 
over the head of an inquiring spirit — now fell upon me 
with fatal force, the weight of a sledge-hammer. Such 
was the crushing violence which now overtook, overwhelmed 
me and mine, prostrating every hope in the lowest dust of 
humiliation. After repeated experiments, when I had 
trusted to establish the very contrary, by a sudden turn in 
the argument, it was wildly flashed upon my brain — printed 
as it were in withering letters of light, that my fondest en- 
deavours were all in vain; that Matter (and therefore 
Nature) was imperishable. Yet this truth I had guessed 
long and long ago, prophesying my own confusion; and 
now it was determined by scientific demonstration. Prom 
the earliest outset of my undertakings and machinations, 
I obscurely felt the folly of the strife. I saw in nebulous 
outlines the history of my future defeat rehearsed, a floating 
pageantry of woe. I could not but perceive, however 
crudely, that the burthen I imposed on my unequal 
shoulders was to destroy the indestructible. Contempt 
of intuitional testimony had met with a righteous retri- 
bution ; and avenging thoughts pursued my fugitive steps. 
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In reeling horror I recoiled, " starting aside like a broken 
bow/* from the awful, the stupendous fact — that Nature 
in her various forms and manifestations was indeslrticlible. 
But was she likewise inevitable ? In vain, as it appeared, 
I had for such immense durations of time led the life of 
a cloistered student; in vain I had expended time and 
treasure of every sort upon an unworthy object. The re- 
sulting reward of uncomplaining patience, of the inconstant 
vicissitudes of success and failure, was only to know this — 
that I pursued a sparkling delusion. I raised the glitter- 
ing cup of enchantment to my thirsty lips only that it 
might be immediately dashed to the ground, the contents 
spilled and dissipated, and itself broken into formless atoms. 
The glowing fruits depending in tantalizing beauty over my 
head, had almost kissed the eager hand, when they were 
rudely and without warning withdrawn again into hopeless 
recesses of space. Stooping to admire, and taste the giddy 
fragrance of, some long-sought flower, growing like a flame 
imprisoned on remote and inaccessible mountain summits ; 
I suddenly in a stupor beheld it wither away before my 
eyes, and crumble into its creative dust. "Yes," I said, and 
faltered in my speech, bowing down my head, while a blush 
of burning shame stole over me, "Nature, it is true, has 
vanquished me in one respect: will she vanquish me in 
another? she has intangibly and haughtily eluded me: 
can I also elude her ?" 
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" . . . . came one frail Fonn, 
A phantom among men^ companionless. 
As the last cloud of an expiring storm. 
Whose thunder is its knell ; he, as I guess. 
Had gazed on Nature's naked loveliness, 
Actaeon-like ; and now he fled astray^ 
With feeble steps o'er the world's wilderness; 
And his own thoughts, along that rugged way, 
Purstted like raging hounds their father and their prey." 

Shelley. 

A WAY I turned and fled— fled as for my life — fled far 
-^ and far away, out into the bitter night. The wild 
winds arose in their might and in their fury, and buffeted 
and lashed my naked head ; but they smote me unregarded. 
Tempestuous rains and prodigious hailstones fell upon me 
in relentless anger, unheeded. The centuried raven barked 
hoarsely at me, and made a double night of his wings 
above and about me, unheeded. The ancient and sagacious 
owl chuckled with a ghastly merriment at my discom- 
fiture ; and floated insolently before my dim and stony eyes 
hke a white cloud, unheeded. Onward, still onward, I 
urged my awful race, till the very ground burned and 
smoked beneath me. Spurred by my tormenting Daemon, 
with fiery impulses, away I fied into the dreadful Waste. 
Impelled by the infinite malice of Destiny, I pursued my 
headlong fiight ; swiftlier than the impetuous racing of the 
glowing chariot wheels. Trailing my wounded limb over 
the fiint-fanged course, I hurried along with incredible 
agility. What were the pangs of the flesh, in comparison 
with the pangs that struck like the edge of daggers into 



32 Pessimus, 



my heart? The shuddering air made a paSwSage for me 
before, and closed in lipon me behind. The heavens above 
seemed to weigh me down, like the pressure of leaden lids. 
And a voice whispered — "Thy heaven that is over thy head 
shall be brass, and the earth that is under thee shall be 
iron." But still as I fled, I heard on high the everlasting 
gates of heaven rolling back and opening wide ; I heard 
the thunder-music of the golden hinges, and the divine 
melodies of the running grooves grated dissonantly upon 
my ear. And then, for a moment indeed, I turned and 
stopped in my dreadful flight, and cursed God. I, immortal 
Pessimus, defied the Deity to an unequal duel : but no an- 
swer ever rewarded my clamorous threats and importunities. 
For me the still small voice never awoke ; I never appre- 
hended the accents of a God-like tongue. 

The existence of God never has been proved, and never 
can be proved, that is to say, logically. But for all that, 
we must assume the existence of God, w^hether He does 
exist in fact, or not. For such an assumption is neces- 
sary to the well-being of man, to his boundless cravings, 
and mounting spirit. The conception of God, exalts and 
idealizes all his aims and pursuits; and, among other 
things, differentially separates man from the brute. Man 
bears the same relation to the animal, that God does to 
man. It is well to look above and beyond our present 
state at times. The notion of God forms a beautiful sky, 
as it were, to the picture of life. Neither too clear, nor 
too misty, must that notion be; but a soft religious light, 
burning always between us and our ends. And herein 
the consistent infidel, or atheist, is wiser according to his 
generation, than the ill-judging believer. For the God 
of the grand majority is either a gorgeous abstraction, 
vague and fleeting, that will not bear the shock of ana- 
lysis; or basely anthropomorphic, invested with all the 
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attributes of humanity — with hands, eyes, ears, mouth. 
But if^a God beautifully diffused through the worlds of 
«pace, and the kingdoms of nature — with love, as the 
proper reason of His being, flowing in a stream of eternal 
causation from Him, may and should be allowed; the 
soul-searching philosopher will reject without hesitation, 
the false idea of an incarnate or personal Devil, as only 
a painted horror to scare women and children. Poor 
humanity is frail enough, has sufficient devils of its own, 
in weaknesses and a thousand temptations, without the 
clumsy superinduction of an all-accomplished villain, who 
haunts dark places and times — with his concomitant follies, 
hell, fire, sulphur. Let none any longer be tlie prey of 
shadowy ideas and baseless terrors. Dismiss the Devil 
for the future to his bottomless pit of darkness : and ac- 
cept the present God. 

Though in blind and gloomy seasons of despair I heard 
not the voice, and even questioned the omnipresence of 
God; yet I never denied His existence in the absolute. 
Perhaps often if not always He was not, relatively, and to 
me ; with reference to genial influences and inspiring in- 
tuitions. Beyond that line I never trespassed, into the 
awful night of an universal scepticism. But if sometimes 
I recognised not the sovereign Supreme, in those wild 
intervals I was aware instead, of the eternal battling of 
the restless elements. Earth, Air, Fire, and Water, seemed 
for ever clashing in a tremendous strife. And to me also 
it appeared that the visible world was just sustained by 
this very discord; drawing new life, re-created almost, 
from day to day by this perpetual sharpening and irrita- 
tion. The balance, the compensation of discord, pre- 
vented the almighty powers and laws from slumbering 
a sleep that were fatal. Por immediately the world would 
subside, and relapse again into the primitive flowing atoms, 

D 
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wandering through a homeless Space. Headlong I plunged 
myself into the whirlwind of the conflict, meeting shock 
with shock, blow with blow. My soul wore the clothing 
of an impenetrable harness ; and if the toil-worn body was 
battered and pierced with the iron weight of clubs, and 
the point of spears, the ruin of my life was unattainable. 
What though the never-dying worm of remorse still stung, 
and gnawed, and ate my heart, and a hell of contending 
emotions tore my bosom ! Already, from the enormous 
duration of my miserable life, I had even begun to take 
a melancholy pleasure in my woes. With a glee that was 
superhuman, with a delight that was preternatural, I con- 
templated myself in the mirror of affliction, and with in- 
solent exultation counted the unnumbered numbers of my 
scars. Had I not ever been a brave, a well-approved 
soldier, in a war that could not end, and which had no 
appreciable beginning ? Single-handed, opposed and 
fought a many- headed, many-handed antagonist? "Give 
ear, ye heavens, and I will speak ; and hear, earth, 
the words of my mouth. My doctrine shall drop as the 
rain, my speech shall distil as the dew." Ye are my wit- 
nesses, that from time immemorial down to this present 
hour, I have waged a valiant warfare with accursed Nature. 
Ye bear abiding testimony to the stern determination which 
steeled my breast and armed my hand ; which gave light- 
ning force to my onset, and added wings to my crippled 
feet. Betray not the trust committed to your keeping; 
preserve the secrets inviolate. Hear, heavens! and 
give ear, earth ! ye are the mighty monuments of my 
unborn sorrows and hostilities; be ye also faithful monu- 
ments of the same. Truly register them among the ar- 
chives of eternity, fully record therein the many memories 
of my insufferable flight. How the Alps, and Andes, the 
Apennines, and the Himmalayeh, have felt the indignant 
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impress of my footprints. How the almighty eagle, from 
the silence of his unapproachable throne^ has been scared 
in reluctant majesty by the sound of my impetuous advent. 
How the polar bear, whitening in circumjacent snows, has 
sidled along with bloody tusks half-sheathed, and sullen 
roar dying away and away among the emerald mountains 
of ice — retreating before my inexorable advance. How 
the lordly lion, in primeval forests at noon as dark as at 
midnight, which he illumined with the lightnings of his 
eyes, and the splendour of his shining hide, has recoiled 
in too precipitate terror at my impatient form — my long 
flowing locks, wild and haggard looks, and terribly seem- 
ing face. Land and sea, sea and land, in all parts of the 
globe — North, South, East, and West, know me and my 
misfortunes all too well. The bounds of Space seem un- 
able to control me, the limits of Time never could bind 
in my incontinency. Eternal motion, boundless excur- 
sions to the right hand and to the left, infinite freedom — 
such are the laws of my lawless being. Often have I 
assisted at the superb festivals of Revolution, and drunk 
up like water the blood of kings and tyrants ; and often 
shall I drink it in the hereafter. At the gleaming of my 
red axe, thrones nod, and kings tremble, and reel to and 
fro like drunken men. For as I curse and abhor my un- 
sisterly sister Nature, so I know that Tyranny, Prejudice, 
and Bigotry, are enduring signs of her presence every- 
where, fatal manifestations of her detestable being— forms 
and modes of life and action which she insolently assumes, 
to mock my despairing efforts. Oh, may inexpiable dam- 
nation seize my soul, may torments undreamed of, ever- 
lasting and infinite, settle down like night or death upon 
me, if I ever forgive thee, Tyranny — if I ever forget 
thee, O Bigotry! May my own confusion clothe me as 
a garment, if in weakness or cowardice I shrink from the 
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unequal combat ! And may the heads of tyrants, and the 
bones of the intolerant, be the carpets and pavements which 
strew the road of my Flight ! May the sun, and moon, 
and the choral stars forget to give their light, by night 
and day ; when once this strong right arm forsakes its 
proper office, and composes in hollow peace the ferocious 
strife with Tyranny ! 

One day, in the mid course of my terrible flight, de- 
siring, if it were possible, to exclude myself from the 
outer world of sights and sounds; I resolved to choose 
among the labyrinths of wood and water, of field and fell, 
some sweet exile and serene resting-place, where I could 
repose in banishment from myself and men. Moved by 
this desire, I wandered pensively at will through pleasant 
breadths of freedom, till I arrived at a lovely fountain 
leaping from a cavernous rock of granite, and guarded 
by a sacred grove of monstrous oaks. Here, after bathing 
and satisfying the cravings of thirst, I composed my weary 
limbs; and lay down to meditate, as was my wont, on 
the questions which lay nearest to my heart. Over me 
bent the arch of blue; by me hovered the rainbow which 
haunted the religious waters. Soon I slumbered and 
dreamed ; as, " in thoughts from the visions of the night, 
when deep sleep falleth on men.^' The sun had risen in 
unclouded glory, and seemed now pausing to rest on the 
top of a mountain shaped like a pyramid. A rich golden 
glow bathed the mountain, and suffused its mighty sides. 
Then a voice : " Shall mortal man be more just than God ? 
shall a man be more pure than his Maker?'' And when 
no man answered, a mocking echo replied: "Nay, but 
justice and purity with love have long forsaken the habita- 
tions of men, and the tabernacles of Jacob ; and the sick 
peoples are scattered abroad, like sheep without a shep- 
herd.'' But immediately there was a sound as of the 
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rushing of wings, and a violent commotion in the air. 
And looking up I saw, transfigured and glorified in the 
sunlight, flying from the glow of the mountain to the 
gloom of the forests beneath, a stricken Dove. With 
ruffled plumage, and covered with blood, it came: and 
a broken shaft quivered in its side, feathered from its own 
breast. The mists of death even now were closing its 
eyes ; and the nervous movement of the wings, and sharp 
pulsations of the body, portended a rapid conclusion to 
the scene. Behind went up a great shout, laughter, and 
insolent clamour ; and I heard the tramp of the pursuer, 
strong and instant. And no man appeared to succour the 
distressed, and staunch with helping hand the bleeding 
wounds; but a conspiracy of apathy brooded over all, and 
fear bound those that should have shone forth. Might 
prevailed rather; and the champions of virtue were not. 
So, unrelieved and unpitied, the dying Dove faded from 
my sight in a mist of blood, among the advancing pines 
receding; there to bleed and bleed away its gentle life, 
and die in secret. 

The primitive character of mankind, the first nature, 
is good ; the bad is adventitious. Given a good origin to 
start from, exclude accidents and disease; and a train of 
sweetest consequences will flow and flow for ever from the 
authentic fountain. But when the sacred and irrepealable 
laws of nature are once violated, broken — when a wide 
inlet is off'ered to vice and illicit sins — when enormities 
are cloaked and covered with the names of Custom and 
Conventionality — when habit becomes a second nature; 
then indeed the eldest inscriptions are deformed or effaced, 
and the aboriginal man is buried and lost in abnormal 
sensualities, and a thousand dull mis-growths. Hence all 
hateful crimes and morbid effects flourish and abound. 
Clear away the weeds which choke and obfuscate the cen- 



88 Pesdmus. 

tral essence. Lay bare the beating heart in all its primi- 
tive goodness; and work yourself free from the fatal de- 
posits of erring centuries. What is Society but a vapid 
falsehood, glossed and painted over with various pretti- 
nesses ? Is not hypocrisy the supreme safeguard, and the 
very virtue of this whited sepulchre P Can any one, who 
is a faithful member of this joint-stock company of cor- 
ruption and villainy, be a living truth, a transparent soul, 
a man P The verities and deep charities of life, the strong 
realities, and essential things are whispered away, and super- 
seded by hollow names and stupid marks. Society is the 
venomous nightshade, which blooms in cold and killing 
beauty, upon the ruins of humanity, and all the elementary 
good and pure. Blow the trumpet in Sion, publish a Cru- 
sade against these un substantialities ! 

Tet (as a mournful paradox) whenever and wherever I 
moved among the peoples and generations of humanity, 
taking an apparent part with the murmuring multitudes — 
the ocean of Life for ever echoing drowsily on the shores 
of Time — then I was most alone. Although situated in 
the heart of mighty cities, and feeling from day to day 
the never-ending pulsations which shook them, I was not 
of i\\tm. I sat leside the sleepless ebb and flow of com- 
merce and traffic, without being one with their movements; 
a sleeping yet observing partner in the multifarious trans- 
actions around. Phantom-like, I glided dimly between the 
labouring ranks of men; and ever as I went they made 
a way for me, to the right hand and to the left. Down 
the many-radiating avenues of colossal London, magnifi- 
cent and wonderful, I floated on the stream of business 
like a dreamy shadow ; till all its secretest windings were 
known to me, from centre to circumference. Men, poor 
ephemeral mortals passed me by in pity or contempt ; but 
I cared not. The outcasts of Society, the pariahs, all the 
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scum and refuse of mankind, mocked and laughed and 
pointed at me; but I saw not. The eternal uproar of 
the World's Heart smote on my ears like muffled thunder, 
or the breaking of far seas against an iron coast ; but I 
heard not. Beam and stone, feather and straw, fell upon 
my head ; but I felt not. The prude and the prostitute 
were alike sisters in misery to me. The doomed murderer, 
and the thriving citizen, were equally my brothers. Com- 
panionless I was, indeed: yet I found the widest and 
deepest sympathies, and strange affinities, among the frail 
sisterhood. Frail they were; but oh, how fair! Erring 
sisters, perhaps; but oh, how divinely amiable! Lovely, 
loving, and loveable! Many of these sweet girls were 
my comforters in my flight; more than sisters, friends 
and partners of my bosom — and still I was companion- 
less. One of them, by name Alice — oh, what a musical 
echo does it awake in my ear ! — was long the sharer of all 
my griefs. Seeming more like an angelic visitant, a form 
of light and grace from another world, she tended my 
wants, and poured oil and wine into my never-healing 
wounds. Hand-in-hand, heart beating answer to heart, 
we often paced together at evening the loud-voiced streets 
of hundred-gated London. Her precious ministeries of 
love can I ever forget ? Shall I ever prove ungrateful to 
her sainted memory? Oh no; if Death at last divided 
our beautiful fellowship of feeling — even Death cannot 
efface her miniature from the galleries of memory. Death, 
the darkened cipher, cannot harm the inextinguishable 
radiance of the spiritual somewhat. There she is en- 
shrined for all time; and still speaketh, in silent elo- 
quence, from the lone cold shadow of the grave. Alice, 
my mouth shall proclaim in thee the praises and faithful- 
ness of woman to all generations, and over all quarters of 
the globe, in the most diverse neighbourhoods. The run- 
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ning rivers shall ring that name, and the murmuring 
seas lisp it. Earth shall tell her love to conscious Heaven. 
Until it doth become a common memory and monument to 
universal man. Other friends have I found among thy 
companions and playfellows, true and gbod; but none so 
perfectly amiable, none so tenderly and tearfully aflfec- 
tionate. And often I protested before the bar of accusing 
nations, that the wandering sisterhood occupied a position 
in the world, heroic and sublime. That a gentle halo, of 
pathos and poetry, was shed about their branded brows ; 
and love and beauty, a presence and a blessing, sat ever 
at their right hand. Sacrificing all selfish interests, making 
themselves outcasts from society, from their families and 
friends ; to comfort and gladden the heart of toiling man, 
to sweeten the bitter bread of life with the tears of sym- 
pathy. I recounted in vain how the ancient pilgrim spirit, 
the sublime peasant of Galilee, the God-man, numbered 
among His nearest and dearest associates some of these 
unfortunates, poor penitent Magdalens. iWith what a 
mild rebuke He dismissed the woman taken in adultery ! 
That the institution of marriage was only binding upon 
Christians, if upon them. These precious seasons of part- 
nership, however, were but lovely lingering moments in 
the eternity of my flight. By this comparison, in this 
relation, I was but too truly companionless. Between 
me and men yawns an aching void, a chasm not to be 
bridged over, not to be filled up; though frequently I 
people the distances with malignant armies of tormentors, 
of ghosts, wraiths, and formless forms. Between me and 
men looms a veil sorrowfully dark, and darkly sorrowful ; 
a veil woven from top to bottom in one whole without 
a seam. And this is the veil of Destiny, with which 
my fierce foster-mother bewilders and dazzles my vision. 
Wretched mother of Necessity, verily thine is a damnable 
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portion, being bound with the same inexorable chains 
thyself as those with which thou dost afflict mortals. 
Dear, detestable Daemon, linked to my being by insepa- 
rable links of union, help me to relate to the end at pre- 
sent determined by the sharpest of incentives the total 
agony, the summing passion, of my wild history ! Be with 
me, Dfemon, beloved and hated, even to the last; and 
throng the chambers of my confused brain with the peo- 
ples of the past and echoes from the old world. Orient and 
Occident ; that I may paint in pictures of fire tlie varying 
cycles of Cosmos through which I moved. Uphold my 
fainting arms, and fan my faded cheeks with living airs, 
that my triumph and victorious recitation may be the more 
assured; while I narrate the endless biographies of my 
existence, and demonstrate to those that have ears to 
hear, the noble fortitude which sustained my sinking 
heart, and swelled into the rapture of torrents the gene- 
rous fountains of my blood I 

Ha! now and now the splendid phantasmagoria of my 
travels, labours, and agonies, with mazy movements, sweeps 
across the field of my vision in phosphoric glory. But still, 
through all and in all, I see too plainly the colossal form of 
Nature, uplifting her dim face, and stretching out a hun- 
dred hands to circumvent me. While I for ever urge my 
disastrous race from land to land, from sea to sea. The 
angry billows, chafing beneath the bridhng forces of their 
channel, cannot overwhelm me; though proudest navies 
should topple and subside in watery ruin. The earthquake 
and volcano, vent-holes, purifying and scourging agents, 
swallow up quick whole cities and imperial palaces, or 
deluge them with burning destruction; they cannot hurt 
a hair of my head. I leave them behind in my flight, like 
so ifaany wisps of smoke. On through flood and fire, 
columns of fire and mountainous floods, I speed as on the 
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wings of the wind. Mpving armies and roaring artillery, 
with their multitudinous tramp, form no barrier to this pro- 
gress — no lasting barrier, nay scarcely a momentary check* 
I bore and hollow into tunnels, miracles of engineering art, 
the solid sides of the stupendous Alps ; skirting the edge 
of black precipices, which tumble in sharp horror down to 
sightless depths ; and traversing the tops of the terrestrial 
globe, whirling and falling with it through space. Gardens 
of Eden, compassed and sanctified by a religious terrorism, 
become a wilderness at my presence, desolate and very blos- 
somless; as if the hot breath of the sailing simoom had 
passed over them, and spread upon them a mantle of con- 
suming fire. Night, instant and vast, follows in my foot- 
steps like my own shadow ; and the laughing flowers and 
dancing leaves shrink up at my approach, pale and withering. 
Before me flies white Day ; behind me follows black Night. 
I am become a sign, a symbol, and a tempestuous portent — 
a sign of war, a symbol of fear, a portent of future disturb- 
ances in the atmosphere of society. But am I the willing 
cause, out of free spontaneous volition, of all this cruel 
misery ? Ah, no ! these results and dismal consequences 
seem indeed direct and immediate, as emanations from me ; 
but they are only mediate and indirect. I am rather the 
occasion than the cause of calamity, one among many unde- 
cipherable conditions. Striving indeed to escape from the 
deadly shade, the blighting eclipse of Nature ; yet I pave 
the path of my flight with bones and skulls of man innu- 
merable. To level the course before me, to make my way 
straight, sadly am I compelled to sap the warm beating life 
of the atom-like inhabitants of this planet — the ephemeral 
particles which succeed one another in the eternal flow. 

Much as I dreamed by night, I dreamed even more, if 
possible, in the day. Waking visions thronged around me 
in the fair broad day-shine ; and clamorous legions of winged 
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Dreams floated undulatingly before my eyes, and whispered 
dark sayings in my ears. They made sweet music for me, 
singing bright fancies in' numerous verse, and weaving 
linked dances about me with rhythmic hands and feet. But 
the harmonies to wliich they moved were not of this world ; 
and the words in which they chanted were not of the lan- 
guages of the earth, being liquid and ethereal, like the 
gushing of laughing waters. And once I heard this bur- 
then, "Then shall also the Son be subject unto Him who 
put all things under Him, that God may be all in all.'' Then 
suddenly I was conscious of a vast phenomenal change. 
The visible heavens and earth had passed away, disappeared, 
vanished as withering vestures or dissolving smoke. And 
instead thereof a new light, liquid and purged of every 
mote, brooded over the boundless Space. A soft religious 
atmosphere possessed the firmament. Folded in its cra- 
dling arms, swimming in an ocean of holy light, rising and 
falling, I beheld the grand processions of eternity. Ever 
and anon the brittle surges broke sparkling and joyous; 
and I saw, or was aware of, the Universal Spirit moving, 
dove-like, upon the face of the waters. "The wind bloweth 
where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but 
canst not tell whence it cometh or whither it goeth.'* And 
as the breath of man stains and impinges upon a mirror- 
even so the mighty presence affected without dimming or 
troubling, the mighty waters of light. The filling, flooding 
ether in silent lapse rejoiced. Forms there were none ; but 
living, healing influences moved and worked, interpenetrat- 
ing the wedded parts. Absorbed in this Ocean of Light 
and Love, the several souls re- merged in the general Soul. 
Tranquil and smiling, strong and self-sufficient, now in per- 
fect repose, now breaking in arrowy shafts or splinters of 
molten silver, the vision went by — One and All. I, too, 
joined the solemn pomp, mingling in it as waters meet with 
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waters ; borne, in awful bliss, down the dim silent levels of 

eternity. But then I awoke, to see and shrink from the 

intruding light of common day. Then I awoke and fled 

from the unwelcome sight, the glaring sun and tlie tyrannous | 

glances of men — the bald, blank, staring world ; and aveng- \ 

ing thoughts pursued my fugitive steps. Each branch and 

point became to my guilty mind a convicting finger, each 

voice an accusing judge. Till reassured at last, I resumed 

my wonted air of insolence and pride; and lifting up an 

indignant hand, I smote down again and yet again the 

foolish, obstructing masses of men. 

A just and prudent selfishness, is the crown and orna- 
ment of all the virtues. The first duty or debt of man is 
to himself, to his own immortal interests, to his private 
soul. He who postpones his peculiar spiritual welfare to 
that of others, of strangers, may be contemplated as affect- 
ing to alienate from liimself inalienable privileges, a birth- 
right and proper advantage. It is a sacred office due to 
the parental Nature no less than to himself, to approach 
with the first reverence and attention his supreme personal 
claims. No man can do more than this, but no man 
should do less. A fine pervasive egotism should be the I 

leading doctrine of all "his philosophy ; informing his mind i 

with a wise self-respect and self-reliance. The grand base i 

of all the sound philosophies is the ego ; the subtle, culmina- 
ting point is the ego, Man should begin and end in him- 
self; but what infinite spaces and distances lie between! 
what rich fields of universal relation, smile and patiently 
expect the hiving, harvesting hand ! God, the great ori- 
ginal Cause, begins and ends in Himself; and shall not 
Man, who should (by a consistent logic) be the express 
image and efl*ulgence, the perfectly beautiful reflex and copy 
of God — shall not he do likewise ? Away with foolish sen- 
timents and profane reproaches, as to that wrongly empha-. 
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sized selfishness^ the so-called sin. Know that it is impiety 
and blasphemy against the Creator, to accuse the divine 
rights herein of the created. The primary reason of man's 
existence is to glorify God and to develope, with reference 
to that glorification, all his own properties patent or in 
germ. Benevolent motives and philanthropic purposes 
are all of a secondary importance ; and if nominally ad- 
dressed to foreign objects, should still tend to a certain 
self-improvement. To know not another, but oneself, is the 
ultimate legacy of every teaching. Subjectivity consciously 
exists, the objective is but apparent and subsistent : I am, 
he seems to be or may be. 

Many were the forms and disguises I assumed from year 
to year, to conceal myself and my plans. But the same 
soul throbbed through them all, unresting. Accommo- 
dating myself and mine to the ever-changing phases of 
society and civilization, the solemn mutations of the all- 
penetrating spirit, yet never submitting to the bridle of 
their tyranny ; now I wore the pallium, and now I assumed 
the toga. Now I was a Boman, and now a Greek — 
a Greek, or a barbarian. And into this division of ex- 
tremes, the very great and the very little, the rolling world 
finally settled down. Oh, my darling Greeks! has the 
glorious imagination that thrilled a Socrates, has the fine 
passion that moved an Alcibiades compellingly, altoge- 
ther evaporated ? Will the sun-bright age of imperial 
Pericles, in whom persuasion was incarnated, and that 
pellucid atmosphere, never return to gladden my eyes 
and calm these troubled fervours? Have the stately 
women, of whom Aspasia was a perfect type, the history 
of whose impassioned loves has yet to be written, gone 
down into silence and darkness — the darkness and silence 
of oblivion, and the grave ? And may they not revisit in 
other dress and form indeed, but the same in spirit, the 
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dull languishing kingdoms of the earth ? Oh, my darling 
Greeks ! ye are not gone for ever ; and shall rise again 
like a new constellation, in tlie ripe pleroma of time, upon 
this twilight world. For the true vivacious Athenians, 
light-hearted, keen-eyed, are yet imprisoned in the womb 
of the future. And with a prophetic intuition I am well 
assured, drawing a strange inspiration from the reluctant 
murmurs of Destiny, and the whispers of my Daemon in- 
dwelling — that I, even the man Pessimus, stand upon 
the trembling margin of a new w^orld. Star-like, in the 
dim distance, bathed in the colourings and perspective of 
sunsets, I perceive the lustrous outlines and the orbicular 
glory in hesitating motion. Phantom-like, drinking in, 
as it were, an inundation of light, I salute the world of 
new hopes and fears; knowing if I can gain nothing, 
still nothing can I lose. Companionless myself, yet I 
rejoice for the strong men of the future, the men who will 
live and love, think and act in heroic harness. Across 
the vast interspaces of gloom and barren doubt, I kiss my 
hand to you, ye mighty men ! 

The course of the human mind runs in a cycle. We 
shall end where we began. The thought of Socrates will 
be confirmed by the thought of his counterpart, at an in- 
terval of many millennia. Nature does not repeat, so much 
as it re-affirms itself: and the hoarded wisdom and books 
of the ancients will blossom anew in modern minds, and 
bring forth fruit an hundredfold. The profound and subtle 
doctrine of metempsychosis, the transition or transmi- 
gration of souls, hereby approved, enacts an eternal truth. 
The psychology of Athens embodies itself again in a cor- 
responding history, in a nation as fresh and buoyant — as 
daring, enterprising, and capricious. The shadowy path of 
human knowledge, though rough and broken, and incom- 
plete^ with unfilled chasms leading no one is sure whither. 
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to depths unfathomable — is on the whole, in the grand 
sweeping arc which overlooks such imperfections, circular. 
And what is the sum of it, at this period of time? Abso- 
lutely we know nothing. For the two capital poles, round 
which the thought of man revolves, are -Life and Death. 
What is Life, and what is Death ? There is no voice, or 
eloquence that shall answer the mournful question; no 
instrument forged to measure these abysses. They remain 
now, as they ever were, certain awful mysteries, two tre- 
mendous antagonisms; which tyrannize, in magnificent ob- 
scurity, over the feeble mind of man. In comparison with 
our utter ignorance on these two supreme problems, all our 
other accumulated knowledge is a conceit and empty vanity, 
is as nothing indeed, or beside the point. The hungry ac- 
quisitiveness of mankind is a silly aimless fury, if it is 
triumphant in every direction, but ignominiously defeated 
in this. Such ill-advised study is a weariness of the flesh. 
In striving to escape from the universal presence of 
Nature, all too frequently the sons of men have paid with 
their death or ruin, the sad penalties of obstruction to my 
course. Yet never willingly and wantonly have I sported 
with life, even with the day-life of worms. And never has 
the compassing of their death, been the object of my count- 
less machinations. But mediately always and indirectly 
have they fallen before me. For if the primitive thought 
of my mind, was and is the destruction of Nature or her 
avoidance ; the welfare and advancement of the nearest and 
dearest interests of humanity, lay next closest to my heart. 
In frenzy and impatience, I stumbled over the dead bodies 
of those whom I wished to elevate — I do not say, wished 
to make my friends. And they, on their part, through 
adulterated and sordid motives, invariably converted into 
bitter bane the good things I had prepared for them ; not 
knowing (will they ever know this?) that the happiness 
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and highest interests of the many are identical with those 
of the individual. The harmonious reconciliation of the 
claims of these two parties, has been the object of all my 
demonstrations to mankind. Moreover I believed (rightly 
or wrongly) that by cultivating benefits for them, I was 
securing therefore an unconscious but potent ally against 
Nature. By purifying, enlightening, and spiritualizing 
human nature, I thought (rightly or wrongly) I was paving 
a way for the downthrow of the dull materialism which 
overlay the world, and spread through all its infinite chains 
or ramifications. Removing the frosty weight which in- 
truded and pressed so darkly upon the great bosom of the 
earth, I hoped to institute on the contrary finest ore for 
refuse dross, and a pure penetrating circumambient ether. 
Swimming or floating at will in this luminous atmosphere, 
divorced from each repugnant thing, ample were the room 
for me and man to roam apart, fused and fired with the 
wandering soul, up and down the measureless kingdoms of 
Space. Drinking for ever new life and light from the 
inexhaustible fountains of the dawn, we should tend and 
approximate to, but never attain, the golden gates of the 
far Orient. 

I am a mighty dreamer; I am a mighty thinker; I am 
a mighty actor ; but above and beyond all I am a mighty 
soldier. For this lot I was peculiarly predestined ; in this 
sphere of labour, say rather of agony, I more especially de- 
light. My sword is ever keen and bright from incessant 
use, though here and there a ghastly stain or a grim notch 
deforms it. It is never sheathed, but borne in my red 
right hand, naked and trembling — vibrating momently, as if 
it were a very thing of life. While from over my head 
depend, like the wreaths and draperies of the oncoming 
storm, dark blood-red banners, emblazoned with crusading 
cross — now drowsily folded up and dreaming in sleep, but 
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most often flashing out and open into liberty and life, from 
the wind of my terrible speed. The embattled squadrons, 
the fenced armies of Nature know me, and quake as they 
pursue me. For Parthian-wise is the mode of my flight ; 
and ever as I fly before the tumultuary furies, I shower be- 
hind me fugitive arrows like rushing winds. And there is 
no end to my fighting, no end to my flj^ing, from ever- 
lasting to everlasting. In the crowded armouries of wrath 
and retribution exists no avenging weapon, forged by divine 
or human hand, that could overtake and slay me. The 
winged thunderbolt will not harm me ; the volleying light- 
nings, and the ruining, crashing firmament, will not hurt 
a hair of my head. Cords of strength cannot bind my 
limbs, chains of weight cannot confine me in any durance. 
God and man, and Nature alike, are powerless to injure or 
retard this flight. They cannot maim me more than at 
present. Curses operate upon me and for me like the 
goodliest of blessings. Blows and wounds fall as balm 
upon my crippled leg ; the contact of poison acts as sooth- 
ing medicine. While contempt and mockery nerve it with 
other force, and lend a suppleness and tenacity ; pity and 
the hot droppings of tearful compassion, only rasp and 
irritate. 

Our enemies are our best friends \ our ills are our great- 
est goods. The critie, the antagonist, the sworn foeman, 
these and neighbouring things are blessings inappreciable. 
A friend is deaf to the faults and extravagances of a friend, 
and love is fabled to be blind. Misfortunes, accidents, 
sickness, teach us what else we had never learned, and un- 
teach us our follies and enormities. " Resist not evil : but 
whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him 
the other also. And if any man will sue thee at the law, 
and take away thy coat, let him have thy cloke also." Ill 
and enmity stimulate the man, and forbid stagnation; they 
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instruct him as to his weaknesses or deficiencies, and com- 
pel him to complete or supply the wants. In one word, 
they are his best educators, if somewhat blunt and rough. 
Hardship as a school and discipline is second to none, and 
nourishes and graduates heroes. Therefore it is said, " Love 
your enemies, bless tliem that curse you, do good to them 
that hate you, and pray for them which despitefuUy use you 
and persecute you.'^ God gives us, we may be sure, pro- 
bations and sore tribulation, for our good and not for our 
harm. This is the mighty law of paradox and antagonism, 
which brings life out of death, sweet and bitter waters from 
the same fountain ; and whose suspension for a moment 
would be the annihilation of a subverted universe. Kiss, 
then, the hand that smites, and give the opponent a fear- 
ful welcoming. But ah ! not for me is this residuum of 
the saccharine element : on me the Unknown God imposes 
a necessity of sorrow. 

Meandering streams one noontide were bathing my 
travelled feet, and washing the flowery water-lines and 
trembling sedges beside; when I suddenly perceived by 
apocalypse a sight of philosophic instruction, which Na- 
ture presented to me, wiser than all the lore of books. 
A fair falsehood it was, a beautiful irony. Behind me 
a spacious vineyard lay, and smiled in the ripening, 
kindling rays ; large promise was there of richest fruit, in 
the fair luxuriant greenery. The swelling shoots received 
the blood of the opening spring into their tender veins. 
And incipient clusters seemed impatient for more generous 
suns, to fulfil the reason of their existence : when at long 
winter feasts, far-drawn into the deep night, jubilant groups 
should drink the summer in the grape, and the heart of 
many be gladdened by the fluent, circulating fire. But 
soon, formed in mysterious revelation, dark hands came 
forth from the shaping air; and cut and wounded the trees 
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of the spacious vineyard, tearing and taking away and 
scattering to the winds, the branches thereof and the bud- 
ding shoots. Soon also dark feet came forth from the 
populous regions of space; and trod down and trampled 
under foot the promise of the vines, marring the beauty of 
some and killing the wealth of others. But they in turn, 
in their course and season, passed as dreams. Then, nor 
was the time long, I beheld with joy how refreshing rains 
awoke and tender dews descended for the injured grapes; 
how softer suns looked down, and blessed them with abund* 
ance of warmth. And, at the period of harvest, the husband- 
man was comforted with the bountiful fruit: perceiving 
with wonder that the harvest was even riclier than ever, 
and his injuries were repaired twofold. Gracious compen- 
sation from heavenly stores was the reward of the wise 
diligence which was thankful even in calamity, and con- 
verted a curse into a blessing. Then the scene shifted, and 
a tempestuous confusion ensued. Primaeval forests stretched 
themselves across my field of vision. Stormy clouds seemed 
to draw the skies in closer neighbourhood to the earth. 
The furious elements, wind and water, were assailing with 
terrific onsets two out- standing trees, an oak and an aspen. 
The one resisted, the other bowed, to the rushing storm. 
Over the bending head of the quivering aspen, the impetuous 
forces besieging it swept without a check ; and when they 
had passed it arose tall and beautiful as ever, with scarce 
a wound. But the gnarled oak, in stubborn persistency, 
was caught up by the hurricane and whirled away, root and 
branch. But in vain the mournful moral appealed to me ; 
in vain the tortured oak, riven by the tempest as lopped and 
hewn by axes, opposed a barrier to my feet. I seemed to 
refuse to listen to the pleading sight ; and with stammer- 
ing cries, "Too late! too late!" to turn and fly once 
more. 
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Still onward I fly, from I know not whence to I know 
not whither ; possessing and possessed by an accusing Ne- 
mesis. And in the midst of tlie rapidity of my motion, in 
very spite of it, a strange panic perpetually compels me to 
cast retrospective glances. An unaccountable feeling haunts 
me, that something is lost for me, something left behind. 
Despair seizes my soul, that in some unknown respect I am 
betrayed irretrievably. And therefore I dart behind me 
continual looks of mingled terror and ignorance, as depre- 
cating or imploring somewhat. I am the first and last of 
ray race, without any certain genesis, and with no awaiting 
termination. In vain do I desire fondly to plunge into the 
receptive waves of Lethe, and bury there the confusions 
of my dreary existence, my sadly laborious life. Yet, alas ! 
I know now, and knew long years ago, that all my most 
ardent efforts to escape from that abhorred sister are to no 
purpose, wild and windy. For, perhaps, I am flying 
from myself. Fruitless and foolish I have long learned 
are the severest undertakings of life and limb, the most 
strenuous endeavours of every faculty. The boundless in- 
terpenetrations of Nature's laws, the complex web of de- 
fence, the almighty resistances that frown and bristle at each 
angle, are a fatally significant testimony that she for ever 
will and must bafiS^e my dearest dreams. And I confess, 
with tears of despair and bitter suffering, (a fact which I 
was well aware of vast ages gone by,) that it is equally un- 
desirable and impossible to avoid the inevitable. The hard 
ethics of repeated failure, crippled attempts ; the stern logic 
of defeat piled upon defeat, and hoping against hope — these 
schoolmasters re-echo the doctrine of my sister's stubborn 
pride and invincible rapacity, her triumphant all-pervading 
presence. She who vanquished me in the one respect, has 
also vanquished me in the other : she has eluded me, but I 
cannot elude her. Despite the thousand arts of Protean 
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evasiveness, of restless caprice and cunning — the blinding 
masks woven of every workmanship beneath the sun, the 
forms and fancies of scientific transmutation, the soft illu- 
sions of cloud or curtain, the receding graces of the fond 
mirage — inverted orders, pretence and pretext, lubricated 
and changing faces, faery treacheries — despite all these de- 
vices, my head is crowned with ignominy and unsuccess. 
My bitter thorn in the flesh still remains, nor is it indeed 
removable by force or fine invention ; my prayers and vows, 
or ever they reach their destined goal, are seized by the vain 
winds and scattered into air ; my very feet, as conspiring 
against me, refuse to bear me to the place which shall 
be '' a place of refuge, and for a covert from storm and 
from rain." 



EPILOGUE. 



" The pilgrim of eternity." — Shelley. 

TVrOW is completed the history, and the poem of the his- 
■^^ tory, of the man Pessimus — dreamer, thinker, actor, 
warrior. The narrative of tlie story of his sufferings, his 
strife and flight, is ended — but ended only for the present 
time. The passion and the glory of his life, the wild 
epitome of half a world's biography, are here arrested — but 
not exhausted. In after ages, he will resume the awful 
theme ; and will utter to nobler races yet grander dramas 
of life. Perchance to more congenial minds he may be- 
queath new poems, other revelations, illuminated with softer 
hues and fairer flowers of fancy ^ but still penetrated and 
exalted and vivified by common lines of thought, equally 
severe and didactic. Perchance to broader habits of mind 
and keener imaginations, he may give fresh explications of 
experience; and evolve a system of philosophy, combining 
in a sublime and harmonious whole the total results of 
laborious centuries. He may give to others, not for him- 
self, a science which shall demonstrate that Truth and 
Beauty are one and the same, and both flow from the 
common central fountain of Love; that truth lies neither 
here nor there, but everywhere ; that it is not something 
beyond and above us, intangible, but blooms with the 
blossoms and waves with the grasses at our feet. That 
truth is not the property of particular men, but is scattered 
with impartial hand over the length and breadth of hu- 
maTiity, in sweet and tender profusion. That all are right, 
each from his individual point of view ; that all things may 
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become agreeable, where there is community, identity of 
thought and vision. For a space (who shall say how long?) 
his mouth, so eloquent in sorrow, will be filled with dark- 
ness and choked with misery at rest; and his tongue, so 
garrulous in heroic deeds, will be bound with the siker 
chains of silence. Generations will rise and fall; nations 
succeeding nations will tread on the heads of their buried 
ancestors ; the peoples will be altered, and new and younger 
ones will come and go in turn. But in the bosom of a 
people planted on the shores of the oceans of the West, beats 
the heart of the new world; with them lies the amazing 
wealth of the Future. Bise and fall; ebb and flow, endure 
for ever. Boundless deserts, waste continents will be tilled, 
cultivated and thronged by the inarch of man, which each 
day advances with the fury of an ever-increasing momentum. 
And the ten thousand isles of far desert seas will become 
amenable to the laws of civilization. The barren shores of 
the ice-bound North, beholding the countless sails whiten- 
ing their waters, will rejoice and clap their hands. The 
very chambers of the air will be inhabited; and strange 
machineries will control its treacherous elements, lawless 
currents, and conflicting forces. The thought, the lesson, 
the moral of these events, it will remain for me to write, 
wielding a strong pen dipped in lightning. Man will grow 
more and more. Nature's tyranny and cruelty will be 
mitigated, never altogether subdued — but not for me. I 
shall still by turns wage an implacable warfare with Nature, 
and groan in eternal flight. New modes of offence and 
defence, from time to time invented, will bring me no 
nearer to the goal of my wishes, the haven of my hopes. 
And this I know and have known from immemorial an- 
tiquity ; but, nevertheless, it is the law of my mysterious 
being to persevere and prosecute blind plannings for ever. 
Am I not the foster-child of Destiny, and are not all 
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her children impelled darkly by an irresistible bias to a 
mournful ruin ? Am I not possessed by an indwelling 
Dflemon, myself and not myself, who eternally prompts me 
in malicious love to aimless ends and impossible conclu- 
sions? And is not my beauty deflowered by a crooked 
and misshapen limb, the guarantee of undying torments ? 
Therefore, notwithstanding voiceful doubts or mute mis- 
givings, I still weave recoiling curses for the head of 
Nature. I still strive, and strive in vain, to build up even 
to the skies and the burning lamps of heaven a barrier 
wall, cloudy and impenetrable. And the mocking laughter 
of viewless spirits only compels me to wilder, fiercer exer- 
tions. Defeat only lends redoubled rage to my energies ; 
and the immortal soul, victorious in the discomfiture of the 
flesh, ascends on starry wings into the heaven of hope. 
And the presiding God, who is but my own idealized self, 
yet in language unintelligible to me thunders from above. 
Auguries of dreadful import, like the rolling vapours of 
battle, beset me on every side, and swathe me, as it were, 
in an ominous garment. With colossal footprints calamity 
marks my path ; and the fond memorial graves are green 
and thick about me. The winds wail and the waters flow, 
chanting the same tale of irreparable anguish. Mankind, 
for whom I have done so much, level ungrateful anathemas 
against my devoted head ; mankind, for whom I shall do 
much more, lay snares for my feet, into which they fall 
themselves. I am sad, and there are no angels to come 
and minister to me ; no voice, as of one that weeps and 
comforts. 

And now, behold, I go forth into the heart of the infant 
West, the land pf virgin pine and peak, belted with surging 
forests and watered with richest rivers. Here rules the 
Heracles of the nations, and strangles even with childish 
hands the cruel serpent of discord. Rising to prouder. 



Epilogue. 57 

vaster heights, from the sick bed of a bloody schism. I 
go, I go, the everlasting Pilgrim, following the westering 
stream of civilization, by tide and time. To dream and 
meditate on fundamental and heart-shattering theses, in the 
light of flower and star, in the cloud of fear and doubt, 
walking alone by the side of the multitudinous sea. The 
world rolls on, the stars fall, and space is infinite still. 
Meteors flash, comets sweep, men come and go, and love is 
immortal still. The tide, the tempest, and the change — 
peace and war, wreak their worst, and deposit their good ; 
and hope is almighty still. The phantom forms, earth, air, 
fire, water, flow and flow and flow. Myself I change with 
the changing All ; but the essence remains, the dim re- 
ligious Soul proceeds and shall proceed for ever. Decay, 
dissolution, metamorphosis, exercise their several duties; 
but death is not, never, nowhere. Force, fear, life and 
love, good and ill, truth or beauty, right and wrong — these 
recorring laws move and work in harmonious discord. 
Time, terms, bounds, shall be absorbed and swallowed up 
in the eternal Now. The deep verities, the real and central 
entities, they shall flourish and abound in the music of divine 
motion. But my deafness must strike that music dumb ; my 
dimness must bury in unconsciousness the blazing visions 
on every side. I am a part of the general history, a sad 
unwilling part, a self-blinded part ; a perpetual folly, ridi- 
culous and yet sublime. Protagonist in a mad drama, soul 
of a " fine frenzy ;" actor, spectator, and total play. The 
only truth is paradox, and that is an apparent lie. I am 
an impassioned paradox, and therefore an apparent anomaly. 
But still I fulfil my functions, and step not beyond the de- 
marcations of Destiny. Therefore to the generations of the 
West, steering by the sun of social progress, do I dare to 
direct my flight. Agitated by furies internal and external, 
confessing yet not amending my weary vanities. Dark is 
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my path, but darker far my mind. I go, I go, the ever- 
lasting Pilgrim, following the westering stream of civiliza- 
tion, by tide and time. To dream and meditate on funda- 
mental and heart- shattering theses, in the light of flower 
and star, in the cloud of fear and doubt, walking alone by 
the side of the multitudinous sea. 



PURSUIT AND FLIGHT. 



Yes, everlasting the pursuit and flight ; 
From rising suns and morning's pearly light, 
To setting suns, and the ambi^osial night, 
"With purple mantle stoled and tiar starry-bright. 

"Now he pursues, and wears a dreadful smile, 
O'er many a silver sea and palmy isle ; 
Impatiently, he measures many a mile, 
In lonely latitudes, half-choked with splendid bile. 

The deeps of water, and the tops of land. 
Know him and tremble — know the crimson hand 
Clothed with the thunder — know the iron band 
Which bites his very soul, and Cain's accusing brand. 

The storm, the battle, and the wild eclipse 
Lower on his brow ; or, from his eyes and lips. 
In lightning flash ; and then, with tramp, he dips 
In mutinous earthquake's war a foot that never slips. 

Behold the hunter — how they throng on him, 
His shouting armies ! see the bloodhounds grim. 
Sublime of front, and tall, immense of limb ; 
Swift as the swallow, on the traces of each whim ! 

Anon he flies, from what ? his guilty mind, 

Which moves tumultuously ; and still behind 

He darts wild looks ; and still his passions grind 

The fearful frame ; and still he seeks who shall not And. 
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To touch the portals of the Orient star, 

Where lies dear truth and the first fountains are, 

He is whirled fiercely, insolently far ; 

Though oceans toss hetween, and terrible mountains bar. 

He flies, ye heavens ! but treacheries within 
Besiege the citadel they may not win : 
He flies, O earth ! struck with distracting sin : 
The never-ending flights for evermore begin. 

The fugitive winds do rave, the waters roll, 
And clashing parts sustain the harmonious whole ; 
The balanced world sleeps 'twixt each hostile pole : 
But there's no hell so fierce as strife that rends the soul. 

The suns arise in glory and in might, 

And they shall set in beauty and delight : 

There is a sabbath for the sons of light ; 

But when shall end for Mm the cruel fiery fight ? 

When may divided minds, in agony dense, 
Subside in God — not in voluptuous sense — 
Absorbed by Him ; eternally from thence 
Drink the Lethean waves of deep intelligence ? 

I am this pilgrim, and this soldier I, 
Possessed with striving demons — oh, but why ? 
From day to day I'm killed, yet cannot die : 
And through the fiying years, I must pursue and fiy. 

My dim mind wanders through the worlds of space. 
All sick and sleepless— homeless every place; 
I seek the rainbowed God, for luminous grace : 
But He fiies forward too, and ever hides His face. 

I sail the oceans of the Unknown Deep ; 
My eyes with bitter dews and tear-drops steep, 
A sentinel unrelieved — he can but weep ! 
Wanting to rest, but ah ! on him descends no sleep. 
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Ko answer to my cries peals from the cloud, 

Save voiceless echoes j yet I call aloud — 

I call for light ; my knees in prayer are bowed ; 

And the thick darkness, felt, around me wraps a shroud. 

^Nor may the star of hope pierce through my sky ; 
Nor shall the rose of joy flash reddening by. 
As I step on and on ; nor loves reply 
To this vast heart : a sad, benighted man am I. 

An exile, stranger, lonely and how cold ! 

By lawless thoughts and elements controlled, 

In mind I waver, though my speech is bold ; 

Like some poor tottering sheep that's lost its flock and fold. 

Avenging furies clamour from behind ; 

Before, my vision dazzling sun-mists blind ; 

Above, doth silence deep God's thunders bind ; 

From lands of sleep and night moans the JEonian wind. 

Within, is doubt and strife ; without is fear, 

And solitude, that's infinite and drear : 

I have no name to shield, no refuge near ; 

But eyes that cannot see, and ears that cannot hear. 

If young in years, my mind is old and Tvom ; 
False Nature has in me herself forsworn ; 
And into many lives this soul was bom — 
Eternity in time — but each and all forlorn. 

Like some faint Spirit, beautiful and pure, 
Linked to a loathsome corpse by many a lure : 
But what I am and where, I am not sure — 
Save that in mighty misery yet I do endure. 

l^ow let me go, pursue the Phantom dim, 
That lurks in sunsets and the rainbow's rim— 
Eides on the lightning, in the mist doth swim ; 
For, like my shadow, I a shade will follow him. 
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Afar, away the desert air is rolled 
Around the flying glohe ; and I must hold 
Perpetual race, that tends to the gates of gold :- 
Yet half the passion of my grief is still untold. 

Oh, let me go ! Across the desert sea 
Congenial restless winds shall carry me : 
For I can bear the fate that is to be, 
If deeper, darker far. I will arise and flee ! 



I 



